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it ? And her clothes have got to be washed and she's got to
be washed too, and all the other things. . . . My wife's busy
with the house and farm, and she'd have to look after her.
That's no easy matter ! Don't be mean : you add something
more. I'm an invalid; you can see I've lost a leg. What
good am I as an earner and worker ? We live on what God
sends us, and manage with bread and kvass. . . ."
With numb, simmering irritation Gregor said :
" I'm not being mean, my good man ! I've given you all
the money I've got. I can manage without money. What
else do you want from me ? "
" So you've given me all your money ? " The man
laughed distrustfully. " With your pay you ought to have
saddlebags packed with it."                              ^
" Tell me straight out," Gregor said, turning pale, " will
you keep the sick woman or not ? "
" No. If that's the way you're reckoning, there's no
reason to leave her with us." The man's voice took on an,
injured tone. " It's not so simple, you know. ... An officer's
wife, and all that . . . the neighbours will find out. And the
comrades are on your heels ; they'll hear about it and come
down on us. No, in that case you take her away ; maybe
one of the neighbours will agree to look after her." With
obvious regret he handed Gregor his money, took out his
tobacco pouch and began to roll a cigarette for himself.
Gregor put on his greatcoat and said to Prokhor:
" You stay by her ;  I'll go and look for other quarters."
He was lifting the door latch when the master stopped
him:
" Wait a bit, your Excellency. What's the hurry ? D'you
think I don't feel sorry for the poor woman ? I'm very
sorry for her, and I've been in the army myself and I
respect your position and rank. But couldn't you add
something or other to the money ? "
Prokhor could not restrain himself any longer: livid
with indignation, he roared :
" What else can we add, you legless asp ? You ought to
have your other leg chopped off, that's what you deserve!
Gregor Pantalievich ! Let me shake him up a bit, and then
we'll put Aksinia into the sledge and drive on. May he be
triply cursed, the devil! "